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(EURNING DAYLIGHT

(Copyright, 1910, by the New York Herald Co. All rights reserved.
" g¥NOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
¢ URNING DAYLIGET” — Elam Har-
nish—is introduced to the reader as
he enters a Circle City dauce hall,
saloon and gambling house like the whirlwind
that he is. All the others in the place are
“pikers” nlongside this vast figure of a man,
who dares everything to win his own way.

Possessed of a tidy fortune and sure of mak-
ing a vast one, Burning Daylight proceeds to
stir up the life of the gambling house. The
men and women all admire him, for he is of the
type that dominates, and he, conscious that in
everything, physioal and mentsl, he is the su-
perior of the assemblage, undertakes to arouse
enthusiasm.

Essentially a man’s man, Burning Daylight
resents, or rather fears, the wiles of the women
who frequent {he dance hall. He is sought by
all of them, persistently by onme. But he is
afraid to be eve- civil to a woman, becauso he
dreads the idea of being mastered by anybody
or anything, and to surrender to a woman
meant, in his mind, that he was conguered.

Drink leads to boasting, and {n the turmoil
that follows Burning Daylighs shows his amaz-
ing muscular strength. He wins all the tests
and downs all the giants that come before him.

Then comea a poker game—the greatest ever
played in the Klondike. Burning Daylight's
luck deserts him at the end, and he rises from
the table penniless—worse than broke.

Then the indomitable courage of this master
among men shows itself. He declares himself
in readiness to accomplish an impossible task—
to run the meail to Dyea and back with a dog
team.

“I swore in '88 I'd never go out till I'd made
my stake,’" he exclaims, “and I swear once mors,
by the mill tails of hell and the head of John
the Baptist, I'll never hit for the outside till I
make my pile, and I tell you-all, here and now,
it’s got to be an almighty big pile.”

And so Burning Daylight goes forth, over the
frozen, trackless wastes, while behind him bets

are ms

1de and taken on the chances of his re-
For they all know
He is Burning Daylight, the
man whe never turns

turning inside of sixty days.
he will return.
baock.

As the indomitable man goes on his way the
diflcuities that come to him seem too vast to be
overcoms, and one by ore his hardy Indian com-
panions and his dogs succumb to the terrific
hardships of the Alaskan winter. But Burning
Daylight compels the wezkenirg men and dog
to keep on the trail, and Dyea :s reached he
return trip is even more terrible, but Burning
Daylight wins, and the old crowd is in the
Tivoll to greet him after his sixty days of mag-
nificent accomplishment.

That night there I8 a dance, and the mar-
veilous man outdances the men—and the women,
too. In the morning the men he hag chosen for
his partners start on the trail again for the
newest gold strike.

Dominating them in all thingd Burning Day-
light puts heart in the weak, leads the way into

the {llimitable future—and fortuns.
CHAPTER VIIIL {Continued
IFE was a liar and a cheat. It fooled all
reatures it had feeled him, Burning Day-
light, one of Its chief and most 1r-}uu\ ex
—=* ponents. He was nothing—a mere buneh of
iesh and nerves and sens#tiveness that crawled In

that dreamed and

aspired” ane

gambled, and that passed and was gone Only the
dead things remained, the things that were mot flesh
and nerves and sensitiveness, the sand and muck

and gravel, the stretching flats, the mountains, the
river Itself, freezing and breaking by vyear
down all the years. When all was said and done it
was a scurvy gawe. The dice were ade Those
that died did not win, and all died. Who won? Naot
even Life, the stool pigeon, the arch eapper for the
game—Life, the ever flourishing graveyard, the ever-
1sting funeral procession

He drifted back to the immediate present for a no

that the river stil

that a moose bird

ment and noted ran wide open and

erched on the bow » hoat was
surveying bim impudently
back to his

There was no

he drifted dreamily
meditations

the game,

escn

He
was doomed surely to be out of it all. And w hat of it?
He pondered

Conventlonal reli
had lived a sort of
right playing with other men and he had not indulged
in vain metaphysics about future life

that question again and agnin

glon had passed Daylight by,

He
religion In his square dealing and
Ieath ended
He had always believed that and been unafraid.
And at this moment., the boat fifteen féet above the
water and
ness and

all

immovable, himsel fainting

without a

with
le of strength left in him,
he still belleved that death ended all and he
unafraid
to be overthrown by the first squirm, or the last, of
death fearing life

He had and
fleld of his vislon, by scores, came such deaths.

weak
part
“’:2\ 8t ‘nl

His vlews were too stmply and solidly based

seen men and animals die, the
He
saw them over again, just as he had seen them at the
time, and they did not shake him. What of it? They
were dead, and dead long since. They weren't both-
ering about it

ACross

into

They weren't lying on their bellies
a boat and walting to die

easler than he

Death was easy,

had ever {magined; now that it was
vear the thought of it made him
A new bim,

city of his dream, the gold

glad

vision eame to the feverish
f the North,

high earth bank and

He saw
metronoiis
perched above the Yukon on a
far spreading across the flat. He saw the river steame-
ers tled to the bank and lined agalnst
he

3

with donble

it three deep,
BaAwW &

twmilis working and the long dog teams,

H hir ¥ tiy 3 H
sleds behind, freighting supplies to che

diggings

banks, stock exchanges, and all the gear and hip

.

and markers, the chances and oppcrtunities, of 9

vastly bigger gambling game than any he had ever
seen. It was sure hell, he thought, with the vanct
a-working and that big strike coming, to be out of {t
all., Life thrilled and stirred at the thought and once
more began uttering his ancient lies,

Daylight rolled over and off the boat, leaning
He wanred to be in

And why shouldn't he?
wasted of his enough
strength. if he could gather it all at once, to up-end

the boat and launch it. Quite frrelevantly, the idea

against 1t as he sat on the ice.

on that strike. Somewhere

in all those muypecles was

.surely sell a third interest cheap. Th

v

He looked

about him anxiously for signs of belief, but found himself in

incredulous faces.

suggested Itself of buying a share in the Klondike
They would
if the strike

town site from Harper and Joe Ladue.
en,

came on the Stewart, he would be v ell in on it with
Lan i T glte; if on the hKlondlke, he
would it be quite 1 f
he would gather .~'."f~:;.:tf’ He
ice full length, face downward,
{ f 1t { & § ¢ Tesied 1 e
arose, shook the flashing ¥ d S 1s eves l
id of y He knew his condition accu
Tort failed, the following s
Wers ( ¢ He ust pu s r ed
8 g effort, a N roughiy s
e 1 A L A | t re N OU ¢ € for
) itien
He ed d he fted with ol L as
Wi 1S W e body, consuming ! self, body and
spirit, in the effort. The boat ros He thought he
was going ' to fa but he continue He felt
the boat give, as started on its downward slide.
With the last shred of his streng precipitated
Dimself Into it, landing in a slck heap on Elijah'y
legs. He was beyond attempting to rise, and as lie lay
he heard and felt the boat take the water. By watch
i@ tree tops he knew it was whirling. A smash-
i ock and fiying fragments of ice told him that it

d struck the bank. A dozen times it whirled :

struck, and then and free,

Liad

hours had

floated, easily

Daylight came to and decided he been asleep
sun denoted that
afterpoon
stern and sat up.

The

I'he several

passed It

I the

was carly He dragged himself into
The boat was in the

wooded

middle of the

banks, with their base lines of

wepe slipping by Near |

huge uprooted pine A

ng Ice, floated a

freak of the current brought

the boat against {t. Crawling forward, he fastened

th

the painter to a root. The tree, deeper in the water,

was travelling faster, and the painter tautened as the
Then, giddy look

e saw the bapks tilting and sway-

boat took the tow with a

last

ound,

ing and the sun swinging in pendulum sweep across

the sky, Daylight wrapped himself in his rabbitskin
robe, lay down in the bottom and fell asleep,

When he awoke It was dark night. He was lying
on his back and he could see the stars slining. A sub-
dued murwur of swollen waters could be heard. A
sharp jerk Informed him that the boat, sw erving slack
into the painter, had been straightened out by the
swifter moving pine tree. A piece of stray drift ice
thumped against the boat and grated along its side.
Well, the following jam hfdn't caught him yer, was
his thought as ne closed his eyes and slept again.

It was bright day when next he opened his eyes.
The sun showed it to be midday.
at the faraway banks
the mighty Yukon,

A glance around
and he knew that he’was om
Sixty Mile could not be far away,

His movements e slow,
accompanied hy‘:\n:mg
and head swimming, as he dragged him<elf into a sit-
He
looked a long time at Elijah, but could not see whether
he breathed or not, and he was too immeasurably far
away to make an investigation.

He was abominably weak.

fumbling and inaccurate,

ting-up positidn in the stern, his.rifie beside him!

He fell to dream.ng and meditating again, dreams
and thoughts being oftcn stretches of
blankness, wherein h« neith r slept no- was uncon-
scious nor was aware of anything. it ceemed to him
more like cogs slipping in his br in. And in this inter-
mittent way he .>»viesed the situatl He was still
alive and most likely would b~ saved, but how came
it that he was not lying dea” across th
the ice rim?

briken 1

boa* on top
Then he recollected the great final effort
had made. But why had he made it? he asked
lifmself. It had not been fear of death. He had not
been afraid, that was sure. Thep he remembered the

he

bunch and the .ig «irike he elleved w f g,
bhe knew that the spur tad been his desire to sit in
for a hand at that big game. And again, why? What
if he nmde his miilion? He would die, just the s
ag those that never won more than grubst
again, why? But the blank stretches I is thinking
process began to <comd freqgwently and he sur
rendered to the delightf ssitude that was creep-
g over 1
He roused win stam N d whisoered
o aat he i val Abruptly e saw N v
M I 1 hu ed fee v The curreén d
ught him to t v d« I 8 ¢ t
fig =1 i he «
> 3 sigl L he e
dese save for the smoke Le
he } en He tried to
had )y voice l¢ An unearthly
guttura Iss alte 1 ra ¥ d wheezed in I8
throat. He fumbie 0 shoulder
amd pulled the trigger of the disvouige
tore through his fram I dug it with a thousand
agonies. Tl 1 falle 1CTOSS s knees, aw i
in attempt to IHfc it to his shoulder falled. He knew
e must be quick, and feit that he was fainting, so
Lhe pulled the !l,_;-'!'v'f the gun where it lay [his
time it kicked off and overboard But Just before
darkness rushed over him he saw the kitchen door

open and a woman look out of the big log house that

was dancing a wonstrous jig among the trees.

CHAPTER 1X
Ladue arrived
K.

bunch that had

EN days later Harper

a trifle we:

at Sixty Mile, and Day

but stroug enough to obe

interest in his

Laird

come to him, traded
Stewart town site for a third interest In theirs
faith in the up-
per country, and Harper left downstream with a raft

ol the Klondike. ‘They had
load of supplies to start a small post at the mouth of
the Klondike,

“Why don't tackle
Harper advised at parting.
of creeks and draws draining in up there, and som >
“where gold just crying to be found. That's my hunch
There's a big strike coming, and Indian River ain't

you indian River, Daylight?”

“Theres whole slathers

going to be a millicn miles away.”

“And the place is swarming with moose,” Joe Ladue
added. "Bob Henderson's up there somewhere;
there three years now, swearing somethifg big is go-
ing to happen, living off'n str
pecting around like a crazy man.”

Daylight decided to go Indian River a flutter, as
he expressed it; but Elijah could not be persuaded
into accompanying him. Elijah's soul had been seared
by famine, and he was obsessed by fear of repeating
the experience.

“I jest can't Lear to' separate from grub,” he ex
plained. *“I know it's downright but I
Jest can't help it. It's all I can do to tear myself away
from the table when I know I'm full to bustin’ and
aln't got storage JSfor anether bite. I'm going back to
Cirele to chmp by a eache until 1 get cured.”

Daylight lingered a few days gathering
strength and arranging his meagre outfit. He planned
to go In light, earrying a pack of seventy-five pounds
and making his five dogs pack as well, Indian fash-
lon, loading them with thirty pounds each. Depend-
ing on the report of Ladik, he intenfed to foilow
Bob Henderson's example and llve practically on
straight meat. When Jack Kearns' scow, laden with
the sawmil! from Lake Linderman, tled up at Sixty
Mfle, Daylight bundled his outfit and dogs ou board,
turned his town site application over to Elijah to be
filed, and the same day was landed at the mouth of
Intian River.

Forty miles up the river at what bad been de-

been

moose and pros-

feolishness,

longer,

= ——

scribed to bim as Quartz Oreek, he came upon signs
of Bob Henderson’'s work, and also at Australia
Creek, thirty miles further on. The weeks came and
went, but Daylight never encountered the other man,
However, he found moose plentiful, and he and his
dogs prospered on the wmeat diet. He found “pay”
that was no more than “wages” on a dozen surface
bars, and from the generous spread of flour gold in
the mueck and gravel of & score of creeks he was
more confident than ever that coarse gold in quautity
was walting to be unearthed. Often he turned his
eyes to thie northward ridge of hills and pndered 1
the gold came from them. In the end he ascended
Dordnlon Creek to its head, crossed the divide and
came down on the tributary to the Klondike that was
later to be called Hunker Oreek. While on the di-
vide, had he kept the big deme on his right, he would
have come down on the Gold Bettom, so named by
Bob Henderson, whom he would have found at work
on it, taking out the first pay geid ever panned on the
Flondike. Instead, Dayiight continued down Hun-
ker to the Klondlke, and on to the summer fishing
camp of the Indians on the Yukon.

Here for a day he camped with Carmack, a
squaw-man, and his Indlan brotherin-law, Skookum
Jim, bought a boat, and with his dogs on board
drifted down the Yukon to Forty Mlle, August was
drawing to a close, the days were growing shopter,
end winter was coming on. Still, with unbnuxge‘d
faith In his hunch that a strike was coming in the
Upper Country, his plan was to get together a party
of four or five, and If that was impossiple at least
a partner, and to pole back up the river before the
freeze-up to do winter prospectiug. But the men of
Forty Mile were without faith. The diggings to the
weatward were good enough for them

Then it was that Carmack, his brother-in-law, 8koo-
kum Jim, and Cultus Charlle, another Indian, arrived
in a canoe at Forty Mile, went straight to the gold
commissioner and recorded three claims and a discov-
ery claim on Bonanza Creek. After that, in the Sour-
dough saloon that night, they exhibited coarse goid to
the sceptical crowd. Men grinned and shook their
heads. They had seen the motions of a gold strike
gone through before. This was too patently a scheme
of Harper and Joe Ladue's, trying to entice prospect-
ing in the vicinity of their town site and trading post.
Carmack? A And
ything?

And who was who

And
moose DASTure,

squaw-man
ever heard of a squaw-man striking an

what was Bonanza Creek? Merely a
entering the Klondike just above
to old
Bob

3

gold

ts mouth and known

timers as Rabbit Creek. Now, if Daylight or

lendersou had recorded claims and shown coarse
they'd known there was something in

Carmack, the squaw-man! And Skookum {m!
(C'ultus Charlie! No, no; that was asking too

was sceptical

Jut
And
much
Daylight, too,
in-the Upper Country

and his
Had he not only a few
days bhefore seen Carmack loafing
with thought of

eleven that night, sitting «

this despite
faith
with his Indians

and never a prospecting? But at
bunk and
him. He

back to the Sour

n the edge of his

unlacing his moccasing, a thought came to

put on his coat and hat and went

dough. Carmack was still there, flashing

gold In the eyes of an unbelieving generation.

his coarse

Day-

light ranged alongside of him and emptied Carmack’s
SacK 1nto a oOwWer I 8§ De studled for

Then from bhis own int

emptied ser unces of Circle (

gold. Again for a long time

Finally he pocketed his own

and beid up his hand for gilence

“Boyrs, I want t ‘ y
~ § SNre ¢ 4 ;;
and forcible
£ f 4 IKE i
befor It's new g« It's ge
S the co
. e. W s got faith t long with me?”
There were 1 iunteers laughter
Jeers went uj
“Mebbe you got a town site
sug=osted
1 sure ha 1s the ret

other day.”

“And Daylight told the
rupted excitedly

truth

of 1t jut wl
day, who drifts
supplies, but
Sixty Mile, planni
portage the grul
Creek 1 Gold

“Where in hell
manded

gospel

“Over beyond Bonuanza, that was Rabbit Creek.”
the squaw-man went on. “It's a draw of a biz creek
that ruus into the Klondike. 1aat's the way i went
up, but 1 ne back by crossing the divide Keeping

along the crest severil ropping down into
Bonanza urmack, and get
staked,” says Bob Heunderson to me. ‘I’ i

time, on Gold Bottom. I've too Lve ounces
a'ready.” And I went along, Skookum Jim and Cultus
Charlie, too. And we all staked on Gold Bottom. I
come back by Bonanza on the chance of .nding a

‘Come alox

ve hit it s

cut “or

moose. Along down Bonan. a we stopped and cooked
grub. I went to sleep, and what does Skookum Jim
do but try his hand at prospecting’ He'd beeun

watching Henderson, you see. He goes right slap up
to the foot of a bireh tree, first pan, fills it with dir?
and washes out more'n a dollar coarse gold. Then
he wakes me up and I goes at it. 1 got two and a
half the first lick. Then I named the creek ‘Bonanza,
staked Discovery and we come here and r corded.”

He looked about him anxiously for signs of belief,
but found himself in a circle of incredulous faces—
all save Daylight, who had studied his countenance
while he told his story.

“How much is Harper rnd
manufacturing a stampede ?”

“They don't know nothing about it.” Carmack
swered. It You {t's the God Alm
washed out three c¢unces in an

“And Tiere's the gold,” Day
all boys they aln't mever been like that in the
blower before. Look at the color of it.”

“A trifle darker,” Curly Parson said.
Carmack’'s been carrying a couple of silver dollars
along In the same sack. And, what's more, if there's
anything in it, why ain't Bob Henderson smok ng
along to record 7"

“He's up on Gold Bottom,” Carmack
“We made the strike coming back.”

A burst of laughter was his reward

“Who-all'll go pardncrs with me and pull out in a
poling boat to-morrow for this here ‘Bonanza?’ Day-
light asked. ’

No one volunteered.

“Then who-all'll take a job from me, cash wages

Ladu- givin' ou for
some one demanded.

: an-
ighty's truth. 1

‘I tell you-

“Most likely

expliined,

Jack I ondon

in advance, to pole up a thousand pounds of grub?

Qurly Parsons snd another, Pat Monahan, accepted,
and, with his customary speed, Daylight paid them
their wages In advance and arranged the purchase of
the supplies, though he emptied his sack in doing so.
He was Jeaving the Bourdough when he suddenly
turned back to the bar from the door.

“Got another hunch 7" was the query.

“I sure have,” he answered. “Flour’s sure going te
be worth what a man will pay for it this wister up on
the Kiondike. Who'll lend me some money?’

On the instant a score of the men who had declined
to accompany him on the wild goose chase were crowd-
ing about him with proffered gold sacks.

“How much flour you want? asked the Alaska
Commercial Company’'s storekeeper,

“About two ton.”

The proffered gold sacks were not withdrawn,
though thelr owners were gulity of an outrageous
burst of merrimept,

“What are yod going to do with two tons?™ the
storekeeper demanded.

“Son,” Daylight made reply, “you-all ain't be'n in
this country long enough to know all its curves. I'm
golng to start a sauerkraut factory and combined
dandruff remedy.”

He borrowed money right and left, engaging and
paying six other men to bring up the flour in balf/as
many more poling boats. Again his sack was empty
and he was heavily in debt.

Curly Parsons bowed his head on the bar with a
gesture of despair.

“What gets me.,” he moaned, “is what you're going
to do with it all.”

“I'll tell you-a!ll in simple A B C and one, two,
three.” Daylight held up one finger and began check-
ing off. “Huuch gumber one, a big strike coming in

Upper Country. Hunch number two, Carmack’s made
it. Hunch number three, ain't no hunch at all. It'sa
cinch. If oue and two {8 right, then flour just has to
#0 sky high. If I'm riding hunches one and two, 1
just got to ride the cinch, which is number three. If
I'm right, flour'l! balance gold on the scales this win-
ter. 1 teli you-all boys when you-all get a hunch play
it for all it's worth. What's luck good for if you-all
ain’t 1o ride 11? And when you-all ride it, ride like
hell. I've been years in this country just waiting for
the right hunch to come along, and here she is. Well,
I'm going to play her, that's all. Good night, you-all;
good night.”

CHAPTER X.

TILL men were without aith in the strike.
When Daylight, with his heavy ourfit of flour,
arrived at the mouth of the Klondike he found
the big flat as desolate and tenantless as ever.
Pewn close by the river Chief Isaac and his

were camped beeide the frames on which
they were drying salmon. Reveral old timers were
also In camp there. Having finished their summer
work on Ten Mile Creek they had come down the
Yukon bound for Circle City. But at Sixty Mile they
had learned of the strike and stopped off to look over
the ground. They had just returned to their boat
wl Daylight landed his flour, and their report was
pessimistic,

“Damned moose pasture” quoth one
Harney, pausing to blow into his tin
“Dor’t you have nott

Indians

Long Jim
mug of tea
to do with it, Daylight. It's
& blamed rotten sell. They're just soing through
motions of a strike. Harper and Ladue’s behind it
and Carmack’s the stool pigeon. Who ever héged of
mining & moose pasture half a mile between rim rock
and God alone knows how far to bed rock?”

Daylight nodded sympathetically and considered
for a space.

“Did you-all pan any?” h
an hell’” was the indigr t T “Think

i 1
o! around

fty I ain
Head reache

m now on

comes

as Jo

1"
I ng
tending

1me

bundred dollars
Daylight queried

“Sure. There she 1s.”

So saying, Ladue pulled sack. Dap-
Hight hefted it absent mi stiil absent
mindedly, untied the strings f  go 4;
«;um out on his palm. It A 1an P.:;.\
dust he had ever seen. with of ln

mack’s. He ran the gold back
sack and returned it to Ladue.
“I guess you-all need it
light’s comment
“Nope; got plenty more.”
“Where that come from?”
Daylight was

moutlh of the

more 'n I do,”

wias I):l:.‘
the other assured him.
innocence as he

P 1
asked the

ques

tion, and Ladue received the question as stolidly as

an Indian. Yet for a swift instant they looked into

each other’s eyes, and in ¢hat instant an tangil
1at insta g itangi

something seemed to flash out from all the h
spirit of Joe Ladue, And it see; ed to Duylight ti
he had caught thi ash, sensed a secret Am\‘
In the knowledge and plans behind

m oW _ 1 the other's
You-all know the ereek better 'n we”
went on. “And ;

if my share in the oW site’'s wort
a8 hundred to you-all with what you-all know
worth a hundred to me whether | know it
e 7

It or not.”
perately,

iv a:

eyes

Dayglight

give you three hundred,” Ladue offer des-

“Still the same reasoning. No matter what
know, it's worth to me whatever you-all
to pay for it.”

Then it was that Joe

don’t

are willing

Ladue shameless!y gave over
He led Daylight away from the camp and men uud
told him things in confidence.

"lslw“s‘ sure there,” he sald in conclusion. *I didn't
sluice it or cradle it. I panned It, all in that sack
yesterday on the rim rock. . ‘

I tell you you ean shake
it out of the grass roots, And what's on bedrock
down In the bottom of the creek they ain’t no way of
tellln’. But she's big, I tell you, big. Keep it q"liv!
and locate all you can. It's in spots, but 1 wouldn’t
be none surprized if some of them claims yielded as
high as fifty thousand. The only trouble is that it's
Bptl[tt‘d.”

. . B . ® " .

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY,




